wle. 


Infer the 
Queen? 


» 

i\ 






, * “auc we tteere beh*?<f- 

r,5f; 7 7 W , oe s to ; :o,nc . the children vet vnborrie - 

Sha feek-thisdayasfiiarpetochenrasthorne. ’ 

You holy Clergy men, is there no plot, 
i oridde the realmc of this pcrnitifou, bloJ 

Y ^ i, My L0 ‘, bef \ rc 1 freel y f FeaIce my mind herein ' 
You fhnll notonely take the Sacrament. * 

i o buric mine intents, hut alfo to eftefh 

VVhat cuerl ihah happen todeuife: 

I fee y our brovves are ful ofdifcontenr 

Jour hart of fofrow )3 ud your cies of teares t 

Come home with me to (uppeivlk by a plot. 

Shall fhew vs all a merriedav. ? 

T fiv ' T r ! m r vv T thc Kifl S vvil come, this is the wT*' 
. Z° * u . lius Caefars ill ereded Tower, 

ml *' ^ 1,it bofcrn . e > m Y condemned Lord, 

ms. h doom de a pnfoncr by proud Bullingbrooke, 

HeercJet v^refl-, ifthisfebdj/ie^s fearih 
Haue amueffing for her true Kings Queehe. (EmrT K 
® lit *° rf > b“t fee, or rather doe not fet^ • V. 

My raire Rofe wither, yet fookevp, behoMe, : : 

1 liac you in pitrie may difoluctodeaw. 

And waft thin frclh again* with true kmc tearcs. 

Ah thou the modle where aide Trovdid ftand 1 

Thou mappe of honour, thou King Richards rombtf 1 ' 
And notKing Richard : riiou ftiott benteous Jnne, 

Why fiiould h vd kuourd griefe be ta&e did thee, - 

When triumph is Ofcome an ale.We 4efl? 

Rich ioynenot with griefe,faire woman, doe not To, " 

1 o taaice my end too hidden, Icarncgood foulc, r 
thinke oyrfeower Rate a happje dreartre, 

Fropn wduchawaktjtlwtinetfcofwh’at Mare 
Sliewsvs butthis:! amiwornc(brotherfMetJ - : 

To grim ncceflitic,and heand I, 

Will keepe a league til death. Hie thee to Fraance, 

And ciouferthee in ionic religious houie. 

Our holy Hues muR.-win anew worldscrowne, 

Whiclfcour prophane hourcshccre haue throvrxic doiiw- - 
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King Richard thefecond. 

gheene What is my Richard both in lhapeand mind 
Tranfformd and weakened?hath Bullingbrooke 
Pepofde thine intclleff -hath hee beenc in thy heart} 

The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his pawc, 

And wounds the earth,if nothing elfc.with rage. 

To bee orc-po wcr’d.and Wilt thou pupill-hke 
Take thy correftion,mildIy kifle the rod, 

And fawne on Rage with bafe humilitie, 

Which art a Lion and a King of beafts. 

King A King of beads indeede, if aught but bcafls 
I hadbeene {fill a happie King of men. 

Good (fometiraes J9ueene)prcpare thee hence for France, 
Thinkcl am dead,and that cuen here thou takeif 
As from tny death- bed my laft liuing leaue. 

In winters tedious nights fitte by the fire 
With good old folkes.and let them tel thee talc* 

Of woefull ages long agoc betide, 

Anderethou bid good night to <yuite their griefe, 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me. 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why,the fenfleffe brands will fimpathie 
The heauic accent of thy moouing tong. 

And in companion w'ecpe the fire out. 

And fomc will mourne in alhesjfome cole blacke. 

For the depofing of a righrfull king. Enter Northum. 

North, My Lord the mind of Bullingbrookc is changde, 
You muft loPomfret.notvntothc Tower, 

And Madam, there is order tane for you. 

With all fwift fpcede you muff away to France, 

King Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bullingbrooke afeends my throne, 

T he time fhall not be many houres of age 
More then it is.erc foule finne gathering head 
Shall breake into corruption, thou (halt thinke 
Though hee diuide the Realmc and giue thee halfe, 

It is too little, helping him to all. 

He lhall thinke that thou which knowff the way 
1 0 plant vnrightfull kings wilt know againc, 

H a Being 



